The Tragedy 

King Artdiou Indeed/ 

7<>. Troueme my gracious foueraigne, 

King Darft thou rcfolue to kill a friend of mine? 

Ttr. I my Lord ,but I had rather kill two enemies. 

King Why there thou haft it two cl cepe enemies. 

Foes to my reft, and my fweet fleepesdiflurbs. 

Arc they that I would baue thee deale vpoiv 
Tinel I meane thole baftards in i he tower. 

Tir. Let me haue open m canes to come to them. 

And foone ile rid you from t he fcarc of them. 

King Thou fingft lwcet mulickc. Come hither Kirrd t 
Goby that token, rife and lend thine eare, he differs in lit mt , 
Tisnomorcbutfo^faic isitdonc, d : .. >n*irh !»aft ■ ■■'<>: 
And I will louethceand prefer thee too. 

Tir. Tis done my gracious lord. 

K ng Shal we hearc from thee Tir re l ere we fleep?£»ter But, 
7>r, Ye (hall my lord,.- il,hioJ r ' 

Buck- Mylord,Ihauccbnfidcrcdinmy mind. 

The late demand that you did found me in. 

Kmg W elljlet that pafIe,Dbtfet is fled to Richmond* 

Buck^ 1 heare that newes my lord. 

Kng Stan’e) he is your wifesfonnes.Wef looke to it. 

B uckj My lord, I claime yburgift/ny dew by promiff, 

For which your honor and your faith is pawnd, 

The Earlcdome ofHcrfbrd and the irioueables. 

The which you promifedd flrould pofTcfle, 

Kmg Stanley r looke to yourwife ,iffhe conuay 
Let ters toRichmontj youfhali anf were id 
Bui k. What fares your bighnes to my iuft demand. 

King AsIrcmcmber.Hcniiethcfixt 
Did prophccic thatRicbmond fhiould be king. 

When Richmond was aiitcle.pceuifh boy: 
Akingperhaps.pcrbaps.nr.f. Buik. My lord, 

Kmg Ho w chance the prophet could not at that time, 
Haue told me I being by.thatl fhould kill him. 

Buik. My lord,yourpromife for the Earledome. 

King Richmond, w hen Ia(T I was at Exeter, 

The M aiot ifrcurtclie fhowd me the CaftJe, 

I And 



i/fRiehardthe third. 

And called it Rugc-mount.at which name I flirted, - 

Becaufe a Bard of Ireland told<tteonc«5» wni*; oil 5 rf! 

Ifhould not hue long ^ter I faw Richmond.^; ' 

Buck. My lord. 

Kmg. I.whatsaclocke? # ! 

Bmk. I am thus bold to put your grace in mind 
Of what you promild me. 

Kmg. Wcl,butwhatsacfockef b' 

Buck. Vpon the (broke of ten. 

King. Well,letitftrike. 

Buck. Whielctitftrike? 

King. Becaufe that like a lacke thou kcepfl the ftroke 
Betwixt thy begging and my meditation, 

I am not in the giuing vaine to day. 

Buck. Whic then rcfolue me whether you wil or no? 

King. T ut,tut,thou troubled mc,I am not in the vain. Exit , 
Buik- Is it euen fo , reward ft he my true feruice 
Withfuch deepe contempt, made /him king for this? 

0 let me thinkc on / Taft mgs and be goue 
T o Biccnock while my fearefiill head is on. Exit. 

Enter Sir Francis Tir tell. 

Tjr. The tyrranous and bloudie deed is done, 

7hc moft arch- a<5f ofpitteous maflacre, 

7 hat euer yet this land was guilt ie o£ 

Dighton and Forrcft whom I did fubome, 

7o do this ruthles pcecc ofbutcherie, 

Although they were ftefht villains, bloudie dogs, 

Mclqtig with tendetnes and kind compaflion, 

Weptlike two children in their deaths fad ftorics: 

Lo thus quoth Dighton laic thofc tender babes. 

Thus thus quoth Forrcft girdling on another. 

Within their innocent alablafter aiThes , : 
wcf c fbure red Rofes on a ftalfce. 

Which intheirfummerbeautiekift each other, 

, vi °°l °*P ra * ers on their pillow laic. 

Which once quoth Forrcft aimoft changd my mind, 
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